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Thou art the grauc where buried loue doth Hue, 

H ung with the tropheis of my louers gon. 

Who all their parts of me to thee did giue. 

That due ofmauy,now is thine alone. 

Their images I lou d, I view in thee. 

And thou(all they)haft ail the all of me. 
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I F thou furuiue my well contented daie, 

When that churle death my bones with drift maU coucr 
And {halt by fortune once more re-fiiruay: 

Thefe pooie rude lines of thy deccafea Louer: 

Compare them with the bearing of the time. 

And though they be out-ftript by euery pen, 

Referue them for my loue, not for their rime, 

Exceeded by the hight ofhappier men. 

Oh then voutfafemebut this louing thought, 

Had my friends Mufc growne with this growing age, 

A dearer birth then this Ids loue had brought 
To march in ranckes of better equipage: 

But fince he died and Poets better proue. 

Theirs for their ftile ile read, his for his loue. 
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F V11 many a glorious morning hauc I leene. 

Flatter the mountaine tops with foueraine eie, 

Killing with golden face the meddowes greene; 

Guilding pale ftreames with hcauen’y alcumy : 

Anon permit the baled cloud s to ride. 

With ougly rack on his celeftiall face, 

And from thefoi-’orne world his vifage bide 
Stealing vn'eene to weft w ich this d fgrace: 

Euen fo my Sunne one early morne did Ihine, 

With all triumphant fplendor on my brow, 

But out alack ,he was but one houre mine. 

The region cloude hath mask’d him from me now. 

Yet him for this, my loue no w hit difdaineth. 

Suns of the world may ftame,whe heauens funftainteh. 
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W Hy didft thou promife fuch abeautious day. 

And make me trauaile forth without my cloake. 
To let bace doudes ore-take me in my way. 

Hiding thy brau’ry in their rotten (moke. 

Tis riot enough that through the cloude thou break?. 

To dry the raine on my ftorme-beaten face. 

For no man well of fuch a'fahie can ipeake, 

That heafes the wound, and cures not the difgracc; 

Nor can thy fhame giue phificke to my g r *^. C} 

Though thou repent , yet 1 haue ftill the lefte, 

Th 3 offenders forrow lends but wcake reliefe 
To him that beares the ftrong offenfesloffe. 

Ah but thofe teares are pearle which thy loue fheeds, 
And they are ritch,and ranfome all ill deeds. 
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N O more bee greeud at thatr which thou haft done. 
Roles haue thornes,aild fttuer fountaines mud, 
Cloudes and eclipfes ftaine both Moone and Sunne, 

And loath fome canker hues in fweeteft bud. 

Ail men make faults, and cuen I in this. 

Authorizing thy trcfpas with compare. 

My felfe corrupting faluing thy amUfe, 

Excufing their fins more then their fins are: 

For to thy fenfuall fault I bring in fence. 

Thy aduerfe party is thy Aduocate, 

And gainft my felfe a lawfull plea commence. 

Such ciuill war is in my loue and hate, 

That 1 an acceffary needs muft be, 

To that fweet thcefe which fourely robs from me, 
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I Et me confefle that we two muft be twainc. 

Although our vndeuided loues are one: 

So (ball thole blots that do with me remainc, 

W thnut thy helpe , by rne be borne alone. 

In out two loues there is but one relpedf. 

Though 
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